*    The Sleeve    *

gave him a high nose and a dark skin, he was a man of
great ability and ambition. He had been minister under
Kyazwa, but Usana had appointed him President of the
Council. Aged fifty, he had had wide experience. His
private fortune was immense. His residence, situated
within the inner or palace city, was extensive and well
appointed. His household and servants numbered two
hundred; he had numerous slaves, elephants, horses
and palanquins. Not a great intellectual, his insight was
deep into men and affairs, and like many of his type he
was fond of dabbling on the fringe of literature. For
instance, he had always been interested in symbolism,
and though extremely practical in his outlook was
known to contemplate a treatise on signs.

So imposing a Chief Minister was not to Prince Thi-
hathu's taste. It meant that his influence in the admini-
stration was of the smallest. He used to see Yazathing-
yan frequently closeted with the King; he did not know
what projects they were concocting; and when he
made proposals himself the King invariably withheld
sanction until he had discussed them with the Chief
Minister. The prince even found it difficult to get ap-
pointments for his people. All this irritated him to a
degree. Not that he had just cause for irritation; it was
not customary for the heir-apparent to stand between
the King and his advisers; but he was a wrong-headed
young man and did not understand his position. There
was small excuse for his self-assertion. As the only
legitimate son he had no reason to apprehend rivalry or
intrigue. His half-brother by the turner's daughter did
not count. All he had to do was to enjoy himself at
court, a court which was likely to become most enter-
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